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One 


Author's Notes: 

Hi everyone! This is my first Def Leppard fic, I've been reading for months now but finally got the courage to 
finish an idea | had. This is the first of two parts (maybe, if | decide to write a second). This story takes place 
in 1985, starting a few months after Rick's accident. It's the mpreg fic you all never asked for and probably 
never needed, but got anyways. | hope you enjoy! 


Sav had been off lately. No, it wasn't lately. He had been like this for a few months now. He snapped at 
anything people said, threw up constantly, and was more tired than usual. It wasn't like him to be like this. He 


didn't even want Joe near him at night when they were sleeping. 

So one morning when Sav ran to the bathroom to throw up what he had eaten last night, Joe decided to 

investigate. He lazily swung his feet out of the hotel bed and headed towards the bathroom. The heaving 

sounds had stopped, followed by the flush of the toilet, and the room was silent. Joe knocked on the door. 


"Sav? How you feeling?” he asked quietly. 


"Go away, Joe," came Sav's response from the other side of the door. Usually Joe complied, but this time he 
had to figure it out. Was he actually ill? Was he starving himself on purpose? He had always told Sav he was 
perfect, but maybe Sav was sick of it. 


‘lm not leaving, love. What's wrong?" 


"Sod off" Joe waited a few minutes silently outside the door, before he finally pushed it open. Sav faced the 


mirror, not bothering to turn around. 


"You're hiding something. Please tell me," Joe pleaded He watched as Sav's back rose with a deep breath, and 


then heard him let it out. Then he finally turned to face his lover. 


"What the fuck happened to me?" he asked, pointing to his stomach. Normally this shirt he wore to bed was 
loose fitting and long, almost like a dress on Sav's petite body. But now it was tight around his stomach, and 


there was a noticeable, round bump in place. 


Fuck. 


Sav was thirteen weeks along. The doctor called it somewhat of a miracle, that Sav had been born with both 
parts and just never knew. Sav wanted to get rid of it, but the doctor said he was past that time and it was 
too much of a risk. Joe didn't say much at the appointment, but he held Sav's hand when the doctor put a 
wand on his stomach and pointed out what little was actually there. The heartbeat filled the room, but Sav 
didn't want to hear it. 


"| don't want to talk about this," Sav said once they left the clinic and were in the car. Joe started the car and 


drove out, back towards home. 

"We can't avoid talking about this, Sav," Joe replied 

"All right, so do you want to talk about how your magical sperm knocked me up? Because that's just great, let 
me phone me mum and let her know. I'm sure she'll be ecstatic about a grandchild, even though she doesn't 
know about this relationship and males aren't supposed to get fucking pregnant," Sav said, glaring at Joe. 

‘Love, I'm sorry. How am | supposed to know about your body being that way? | didn't know | was supposed to 
use a condom with you every single time we were together." Joe swore under his breath at another dumb 


driver. He was paranoid of driving now, scared he was going to end up like Rick. 


"Whatever. | don't want this kid. It doesn't need a freak like me as its father. Or mother. | don't know what the 


fuck | am anymore," Sav said, and turned his head to look out the window. 


"You're a man, who's just.. with child. But fine, if you don't want to keep it, be my guest," Joe responded. He 


knew Sav didn't want to talk anymore, so he turned the radio up and let it accompany the silence on the rest 


of the drive home. 


Joe broke the news to Phil and Steve in the studio. Sav refused to go that day. He made up an excuse that he 
didn't have any shirts to cover his growing stomach. Since Rick's accident had caused them to stay out of the 
spotlight, photographers were always around and trying to get pictures. Joe let it go, because he didn't need 
this getting out just yet. Or at all, for that matter. 


"So, | made Sav go to the doctor the other day since he still wasn't feeling well. And um, | guess he's a little 
over three months pregnant with my kid," Joe said when they were sitting around with guitars. The room went 


silent, until Steve started laughing. 
“That's a lovely joke, Joe," he said He continued laughing until Phil silenced him with a glance. 
"You're serious?" Phil asked. Joe nodded. 


"He doesn't want it, but he's too far along for an abortion or anything. He hasn't been the same since he saw 
the ultrasound," Joe explained. He looked down at his guitar, not wanting to look at his bandmates. He felt so 


guilty about all of it. 


"First Rick, now Sav. what are we going to do?" Phil finally said. He untangled his short legs from Steve's long 
limbs and stood up. 


"| don't know, to be quite honest. We can keep working on songs for now and just go along with it. Rick said he 
is willing to relearn how to play drums again, and | don't know about Sav. He just found out a few days ago and 
he's kind of messed up over it. If | can get him into the studio, we can get him working. If not, then I'm not 


sure what to do," Joe said. 


"Well, it's both of your decisions. If he wants to give it up, are you going to let him?" Steve asked. Joe 
shrugged his shoulders. 


"Maybe. We aren't even really together, just... kind of together. We're too young for this shit," he replied. Well, 
maybe they were not too young. Sav was 24, 25 later this year and Joe would be 26 in a few months. But 
they were in a band. A big band. And rock stars didn't have kids when they were this young. 


‘| mean, you aren't that young. You could keep it, you know. You want kids," Phil pointed out. He put down one 
guitar and picked up another, playing around with it. 


"Not now though. And Sav won't talk to me either. Just gets up in the morning to throw up, then lies back in 
bed all day without moving. | can't get him to do anything," Joe said. 


"Just give him time, Joe. It's a lot to handle," Steve said softly, looking at him. Joe just nodded his head and 
looked back down at the guitar. 


He told Rick the next day when he went to his house. He had just gotten out of hospital a week ago and was 


now at home, trying to figure out how to be Rick again. 


"No matter how much | try, | can't even tie a damn shoe. Can you help me, Joe? | feel like a bloody toddler," 


Rick grumbled as he sat on the couch, trying with one hand to tie his shoe. Joe watched him with wonder. 
"Yeah, put your foot up here," Joe said. Rick swung his leg up on the couch and onto Joe's lap. He tied the shoe 
wordlessly and in a way, it reminded him how he would have to do this for his child. His child His and Sav's 
child 

"Sav's pregnant," Joe mumbled when he was done. Rick stopped his sulking and immediately looked over in shock 


‘I'm sorry, what?" Rick asked, a harsh tone to his voice. 


"I knocked Sav up with my kid. Apparently some men have the capability to get pregnant," Joe said more 


clearly. 
"Fuck, | didn't even know you two were together. Are you keeping it?" Rick asked again. 


"It just sort of happened, Rick. Mostly while you were in the hospital. And | don't know yet, Sav is still in shock 


over it so we haven't decided. But he doesn't want it," Joe answered. 


"Damn. Well, guess | can't babysit, I'll probably just drop it on its head now with only one arm," Rick said 
completely straight faced. And then he laughed. And Joe laughed with him for the first time in days. 


"Have you eaten anything lately?" 
"| might have." 
"That's not an answer. Have you eaten?" 


"Not since yesterday afternoon" Joe sighed. Sav was wrapped up in the blankets in their bed, with only a little 


bit of his head and a mess of curls uncovered. 


"Sav, | know you're upset over this, but you have to eat. You may not want this baby, but you have to eat 
for it," Joe said. 


"No. I'm not hungry," Sav said stubbornly. 


"Bullshit. | can hear your stomach growling from over here. Come on, I'll make you something to eat," Joe 


pleaded. 
"| said I'm not hungry, Joe." 
"Rick You need to fucking eat" Joe never called him by his real name. 


"Just leave me alone. It's all your fault anyways for sticking your dick in me anyways," Sav said loudly, pulling 


himself out of the mess of blankets. 


"My fault? You're the one who wanted it just as bad. Don't blame me for this whole thing. If you want to kill 
yourself by not eating, be my guest. But remember you have a fucking child in there who needs to be fed 
too," Joe practically snarled, staring at Sav. They stared at each other for a few minutes before Joe stomped 
out of the room. He went into the kitchen to make himself a cup of tea and calm down. He didn't like to yell at 
Sav, he already had it bad enough. But not eating was all on him. 


About twenty minutes later, Sav emerged from the bedroom. He wore pajama bottoms and a sweatshirt that 
was two sizes too big for him, most likely Joe's. It mostly hid his bump, with only a little bit sticking out. Sav 
joined Joe in the kitchen and clamored around, making a few pieces of toast for himself. He then sat down 
across from Joe with the plate in front of him. 

"Happy now?" Sav asked as he shoved a piece of toast in his mouth. 

"Yes, | am. Thank you," Joe responded. He sipped at his tea and watched Sav as he ate. 

"You know why | don't want this baby, right?" Sav finally asked when he was done eating. He pushed his plate 
away and sipped at a glass of water. He wasn't too far into this pregnancy but he already couldn't drink milk 
because it made him feel bad. 

"Of course. You don't want to have a child And | get that," Joe said. 

"But do you want this child?" 


"| don't know." Joe was honest in his answer. He wanted to be a father eventually. He wanted to have a whole 
brood of kids. But not when they were in the height of their career and he had no idea how to change a bloody 
diaper. This was even worse when the whole thing wasn't with another woman, but with Sav, his own best 


friend. 


"Then is it okay if | give it up for adoption?" Sav asked hesitantly. His eyes were usually so full of life and love, 
but today they were dark and dull. 


"If you're okay with it, I'm okay with it," Joe answered. Sav got up from the table and put his dishes in the 


sink. He then leaned down, kissed Joe softly on the lips, and walked to the living room. Joe heard the television 


turn on to MTV, and he sighed. This was going to be hard. 


Sav grew more as he began to eat again. His morning sickness had finally disappeared, since it took men longer 
to get over it. He ate random foods, like peanut butter and pickles, but Joe was just happy to see him finally 
out of bed and eating. 


They started going to the studio again. It was hard for Sav at first. Even though it was getting warmer out, 
he wore the biggest sweatshirt he could find to try and hide his bump. Steve and Phil were there, and they 
didn't seem to mind They didn't ask Sav about the baby and Sav didn't say anything. Eventually he found the 


ability to take his sweatshirt off when he was working. Steve stared for a second, and Sav caught him. 


"Quit staring, Steve," he said bitterly. He put his bass over his stomach to hide his growing bump. It was more 
noticeable now, especially when he was only wearing a t-shirt. 


‘Sorry, mate. You look fine, you know," Steve said and turned back to his guitar. Joe could tell that Sav was 


embarrassed. But the next day he went again in only a t-shirt. And they all got used to it. 


They worked on some material for the new album, but none of it worked. And it wasn't the same without Rick 
there. He was busy in the house in Dublin he shared with Phil and Steve, pounding out his frustration on the 
drums. Sav was trying to throw himself into working on the music like he used to, but something in him 


changed. Joe wasn't sure if he liked it. 


Soon enough, it was time for another appointment. Joe went with Sav like last time to see the baby's progress. 
Sav was hesitant, looking away from the screen for a few minutes before finally turning his head. The doctor, 
a sweet young woman, pointed out the different parts of the baby. An arm. The head. Another arm (good, two 
arms). Legs. She asked if they wanted to find out the sex of the baby. Joe looked at Sav for a response. 


"Not really, no," Sav answered. And that was that. They would settle for a surprise. The doctor printed out a 
few pictures of the ultrasound to have. Joe took them, knowing Sav didn't want them. The doctor told Sav a 
few more things about being healthy, like eating more fruits and vegetables and making sure to be careful 


when it came to lifting. Sav just nodded his head. 


When Joe drove them home, they were quiet except for the radio. Sav held onto Joe's free hand and stared 


out the window. Joe hoped that soon they would be okay. 


"You ready to do this?" Joe asked. 


"Is now or never, so | guess it's now," Sav answered. They were headed back to Sheffield for the weekend, 


free from the recording studio. 


Sav had phoned his parents and told them what had happened. Joe did the same with his parents, but he left 
out the whole part about giving the baby up. He still had hope in him that the baby would stay as their own 


But now it was time to visit them for the first time since Sav had found out. 


They went to Sav's house first. His mum doted on him, cooing over his bump and making sure he stayed off 
his feet. She wasn't angry, even though she had no idea herself that her son could have children. Joe was just 
along for the ride and he sat with Sav and his parents as they ate dinner and talked. They didn't say much 
about the baby. 


Later that night when Joe went to bed, Sav stayed up to talk to his mum. Joe sat up for what seemed like 
hours, waiting for Sav to come to bed as well. He finally returned, and when he noticed Joe was still up, he 


turned around before changing into pajamas and getting in bed. 


"What took you so long?" Joe asked quietly. He wrapped his arm around Sav, pulling him in as close as he could. 
His growing stomach was starting to get in the way, and he was only twenty two weeks along. 


"Was talking to me mum about stuff. You know, the baby that's growing inside me," Sav answered with a hint 


of sarcasm. 
"Well, | figured. What does she think about all this?" 


"She told me it's my decision on what | want to do, first of all. And she said she won't be mad if | give it up. 
She just wants me to be happy," Sav said. He pulled the blanket even tighter around him. 


"So giving up this baby is going to make you happy?" Joe brushed a curl out of Sav's eyes so softly that he 
doubted Sav could even feel it. 


"Not necessarily. But if | keep it, | won't be happy either. So there's no winning in either situation. l'm tired, I'm 
going to go to sleep," Sav said, and promptly turned over on his side away from Joe. There was nothing Joe 
wished for more than the truth from Sav about why he genuinely didn't want this baby. But it seemed like he 


was never going to get it. 
The next day at Joe's parents, it was the same there. Joe's mum babied the both of them, Joe's dad talked to 


them about football, and they didn't talk much about the elephant in the room. Joe preferred it that way, to 
be honest. 


Joe caught Sav one day, and that was the final straw. 


He didn't sneak up on him or anything. Sav had been testy the last week or two, getting frustrated at anything 


that happened. He couldn't write a song correctly, or he couldn't reach something because of his stomach, and 


he would get upset. Joe had been trying to tiptoe around him to make him a little happier. But it didn't work. 


Joe walked into the bedroom one morning to see Sav inspecting himself in the mirror in only a pair of boxers. 
This was the first time Joe had seen Sav almost naked since they found out about his pregnancy. And Joe 
thought he was beautiful. His bump was perfectly rounded, with him only a little more than halfway into his 
pregnancy. His hair was still long and curly and hung past his shoulders. He looked great, perfect even. It made 
Joe want to keep that baby even more. He loved it so much and he didn't even know the sex of it. And then 
Sav saw Joe standing there in the background. 


"Get out," Sav said, turning around. He found his shirt on the bed and quickly slipped it on 
"Sav, why don't you let me look at you?" Joe asked softly. 

"| said get out! Didn't you hear me the first time?" Sav exclaimed. 

"Why are you like this?" Joe asked again in the same voice. 


"Joe, leave now. | don't want to do this. | don't ever want to do this," Sav practically yelled, his voice wavering. 


And eventually, Joe did leave. As he did, he heard Sav mutter the words "I'm supposed to be the pretty one". 


Sav packed his stuff up and moved out the following week. 


"| don't get it. He's changed so much. What did | do?" Joe asked as he sat in the kitchen of Phil and Steve's 
house. He could hear Rick upstairs, banging on his drum kit. Occasionally he would hear a "fuck" and then 
stopping before a restart. 


"You didn't do anything, Joe. | think it's the damn pregnancy that is making him like this. | heard that kind of 
stuff can happen during pregnancy, like depression and stuff," Phil said. He was making dinner for all of them, 
except for Sav. They hadn't heard from him in four days since they had last seen him in the studio. He came 
by himself and left by himself, barely talking to anyone. 


"But | just don't understand. We had been doing so well, and | saw him once when he had his shirt off. That was 
it. Why doesn't he want me to see him?" Joe felt heartbroken. 


"He's unhappy, that's why. He doesn't want the kid, he has an excuse to be unhappy," Steve said. He knocked 
back the rest of his glass of straight vodka. Joe didn’t think Steve had the right to call Sav unhappy when he 


was also harboring secrets, but he had a point. 


"He won't tell me the real reason he's unhappy and it's fucking annoying. Then he just moves out and decides 


not to say a word to me. Everything is changing and | hate it" Joe rested his head on the kitchen table, 


frustrated beyond belief. He heard a crack from upstairs of another drumstick breaking. 


"Sav will tell you eventually. He can't keep quiet about it forever, that baby only has a certain amount of 
weeks left before its got to come out," Phil pointed out. 


"He's twenty five weeks now." 


"So you've got fifteen weeks or so. He'll tell you. Just be patient and let him breathe and figure it out," Steve 


said. Rick came downstairs from his practice room, wiping his face with the back of his hand. 
"Is dinner ready yet?" Rick asked, oblivious to the conversation that had just happened. 

"Yes, you hungry little bastard," Phil said, turning the stovetop off. 

"Is it something | can actually cut with one hand?" 

"its vegetarian, there's no cutting involved" Steve groaned. 


"Just because | live with you shouldn't mean | have to eat weird shit, mate. Why can't | have a steak?" he 
grumbled. 


"You can have steak, be my guest. Just remember l'm going to lecture you the entire time on where the steak 


came from." Joe felt more normal being around his band mates again. Even without Sav, he felt better. He felt 


like maybe things were going to stop getting worse and finally go his way. 


They were at the studio when everything finally came to a halt. Sav had joined them, and his stomach had 
grown more. Joe didn't know where he was living and how he got there, but at least he showed up. He was now 
at almost twenty eight weeks, and Joe thought to himself, only three more months. 

Steve had been working on a new song, and he was showing the guitar parts off. Phil joined in with the second 


guitar and they flowed together well. And it came time for Sav to get a bass line. He tried for a few minutes, 
and then sighed. 


"| can't get this, my stomach's in the way," he complained. It was slightly true. Now that his stomach was 
bigger, it was harder for him to have the bass in front of him. 


"Just try again, I'm sure you can get it," Phil assured him. And Sav tried again. And he sighed again. 
"No, | can't fucking do this," he repeated. 


"Sav, calm down," Joe tried to warn him, but it was too late. 


"Don't you get it? | can't even play anymore because l'm too fucking fat to hold a bloody bass, all thanks to 
you. | hate it, | hate all of this. I'm done!" Sav stood up, threw his bass and angrily stormed off. 


They were all too shocked to do anything for a few minutes. Sav never blew up like this. He never acted like 
that. He was always the calm one, the level headed one who could fix any situation. What had happened to him? 


"Joe, you should go check on him," Steve said. 
"Me? Why me?" 


"Because clearly it's a personal situation between the two of you. Now go find him and make him better before 
it gets even worse," Steve said with a bit more force. Joe sighed and got up from his spot on the couch to go 


find Sav. 


He wandered the halls of the studio, wondering where his best friend could be. Finally he heard some sounds 


coming from the bathroom, so he stopped and knocked on the door. 


"Sod off," Sav's voice came from the bathroom. Joe knew he couldn't do that, and he tested the doorknob. It 


wasn't locked. 


"| said go away!" Joe was a bit shocked at the sight. Sav sat on the floor of the tiny bathroom, curled in a ball 
and sobbing his eyes out. He knelt down next to Sav and wrapped his arms around him. Sav wanted to protest, 
but eventually he melted into his arms and began to cry harder. 


"Shh, love, I'm sorry," Joe whispered into Sav's ear. He held him as he cried, knowing this was the breaking 


point. They had reached something finally. 
"I'm so fucked up," Sav cried into Joe's chest. 


"Shh, no you aren't. You're fine, you're okay," Joe comforted him. He was finally getting to the root of Sav's 
problem. This was a step. 


‘lm not okay, Joe. I'm never going to be okay. What kind of man gets pregnant and gives up his own kid? | hate 
myself, Joe. | hate myself,” Sav repeated himself, and it broke Joe's heart. He hated that Sav felt this way. He 
hated that he made his own friend feel this way. 


‘lm sorry, love. Please don't hate yourself for this." Joe stroked Sav's hair, noticing how greasy it felt. When 
had he last showered? 


| have to. | can't do this, Joe. | hate this. | want my own life back | don't want this guilt anymore of me giving 
up this kid. But | can't take care of it. I'm a mess. A fuck up." 


"Stop talking down on yourself, Sav. What's got you so upset? What happened?" Sav picked his head up from 
Joe's chest and just stared at him, sniffling. His eyes were bright red, with tears continuing to spill out. It was 
a few minutes before Sav spoke. 


"| love you so much, Joe," he stated, his voice cracking. And Joe finally got it. This baby was their connection 
Sav wanted to get rid of it so they would no longer be connected, but he loved him too much to do that. It all 


made sense. 


‘| love you too, Sav. And I'm never going to stop, okay? | love you and | will never leave you," Joe said. He 
leaned in and kissed Sav to show how much love he had in him. And it got Sav to shut up. 


They kissed for a few minutes, getting to know each other again. It had been a long few weeks. It had been a 
long twenty eight weeks, actually. 


"Let me take the baby," Joe said once they broke apart for air. He said it in a gasp to breathe, not knowing if 
he even wanted to do this, but it felt right. 


"You? Just you?" Sav asked. He fingered Joe's shirt softly, not knowing what to do with his hanas. 


"Yes. | want the baby. Let me have it. | can take care of it and be its father and you can still be around 
whenever you want. But you don't have to do anything. Please," Joe pleaded. He didn't know where this was 
coming from. But he wanted their baby. He didn't want anyone else to have it. 


"Are you sure?" 


"Yes. 'm sure. | can do this." Sav hesitated. He looked down at the floor, and then back up to Joe's eyes. Back 


down, and then up again. 
"Okay." And Joe felt a victory rising in his chest. 


"Come on, let's get you home." Joe helped Sav get to his feet, and then he kissed him again with as much 


passion as before. 


"If you think you're going to get lucky, don't push it. | haven't been horny since | was four months along and it 
felt wrong wanking with a baby in my belly," Sav mumbled against Joe's lips. Joe laughed, a genuine laugh. And 
Sav laughed too. They felt right again. 


The weeks became a blur for Joe. He purchased as much as he could to get ready for the baby. Sav moved 
back in and Joe cleaned out his second bedroom for the baby's nursery. He bought more than needed, because 
he had no clue how to be a father. And now that it really was going to happen, he was more scared than ever 


before. 


Sav got bigger and it got harder for him to move around. The doctor advised him to stay off his feet and on 
bed rest as much as he could. Sav tried to, but he hated being lazy and would try to help Joe with things. Or 


he would go to the studio and work on music, even when it became hard to play his bass. 


Joe would run baths for Sav almost every night to help his aching back, and Sav finally let him see his 
stomach again. He still thought he looked beautiful, even though Sav insisted him the baby made him look awful. 
Joe didn't care. He was just happy to be with his friend again 


They had settled into a nice routine of going to the studio every now and then and also getting things ready. It 
felt good. It felt normal. Joe liked getting used to it. 


And then it happened on September IBth, 1985. 

Joe had stayed back at the flat to paint the baby's nursery. Sav went to the studio with an idea for a song, 
and apparently, bad stomach cramps. Phil called him only a few hours later and told him Sav had collapsed and 
was brought to the hospital. The baby was coming when Sav was only thirty three weeks along. 


When Joe got to the hospital, Phil and Steve were there. Phil said he had called Rick too, but he couldn't come 
until later. They had no information, other than that Sav had been rushed into surgery. That had been an hour 


ago. 


Joe paced. He couldn't stop moving. Phil and Steve went in and out of the waiting room, going to get coffee or 
to find new magazines or to call others. Joe didn't know what to do. He wanted information. He wanted to burst 
in and find Sav and comfort him. Who knew what could happen? What if something happened to the baby and it 
didn't live? What if something happened to Sav and Joe's last memory was them fighting over Sav being able 


to put on a pair of socks? 


Hours later, a tired nurse came out and called Sav's name. Joe and Phil rushed over, as Steve had just 


disappeared to the bathroom. 


"What happened? Are they okay?" Joe asked, needing to know answers right that minute. He couldn't bear to 
hear if it would be bad. 


"Mr. Savage went into premature labor, most likely because this kind of pregnancy is so uncommon and he was 
under stress. The surgery was complicated, but congratulations. Both Mr. Savage and your baby girl are going 
to be just fine," the nurse explained with a smile. A baby girl. A girl. Joe was a father to a baby girl. 

"Can | see them?" Joe asked, unable to contain the smile on his face. Phil patted his back in congratulations. 


"Of course. | can show you to his room," the nurse said. 


"Go on, I'll stay back and wait for the others," Phil said, grinning. Joe followed the nurse through the doors and 
down the hall. He opened the door and drew in a breath at what he saw. 


Sav had a bundle with a pink hat held in his arms. He stared down at her, unable to take his eyes off her, with 
a stupid little grin on his face. Joe's heart swelled at the sight. 


"So, a girl, huh?" Joe asked, leaning in the doorway. Sav finally looked up to lock eyes with Joe. 

"She's beautiful, Joe. Come here," he said. Joe walked over to the bed and cautiously sat down on the edge next 
to Sav. At first sight, Joe fell in love. She was tiny, her fists were curled up into balls, and her eyes were 
closed as she napped. Joe could spy a few curls sticking out of her hat. She had a head full of hair. Joe loved 
her with all his heart, maybe even more than he loved Sav. 


"Can | hold her?" Joe asked timidly. 


"| don't know if | want to let go," Sav said with a small laugh. He finally passed her over to Joe, who held her 


the way he was taught with his cousins. She was precious. 


"You love her, don't you?" Joe asked. He talked quietly because didn't want to wake his baby up. His baby. Sav's 
baby. Their baby. 


"I do. | didn't think | would, but | took one look when they asked if | wanted to hold her and | just couldn't 
imagine myself not loving her," Sav answered. It was something Joe had thought was going to happen. He knew 
Sav would not want her until he finally saw her. And it happened. 

"Do you want to take care of her together?" 

"Yeah, | do. | love you, Joe. And | love this little monkey as well," Sav said. Joe raised an eyebrow. 

"Monkey? Where did you get that from?" 

| used to call her that in my head because | didn't know if it was a boy or girl and she kicked and moved 
around constantly. But | guess we can't name her that." Sav and Joe thought for a few minutes. They needed a 
name. What were they going to do? Joe had never had the time to think of names. He had skipped that part of 
having a child. 

"Olivia," Sav spoke finally. Olivia. Joe liked it. 

"What about a middle name?" 


"You pick, Joe. But | want the name Olivia" Joe thought carefully as to what would fit. 


"| like the name Faith. Because you know, | had faith that you would eventually want to keep her," Joe said. 


Olivia Faith. That was a good name. 


"You're hilarious. What are we going to do for a last name? We have to pick one. | say we go with your last 


name," Sav suggested. Joe didn't know if he liked that idea. 

"All | did was donate my sperm, love. You carried her for all this time, you should have your last name in 
there somewhere too. | don't know if we could hyphenate it though, it might get too confusing and people 
wouldn't like that," Joe said. He would feel bad if Sav's name wasn't in there somewhere. 

“All right, I've got it. What if we just give her a second middle name? It could be. Olivia Faith Savage Elliott. | 
know it's kind of long, but people have long names all the time. Why not make our kid have it too?" Sav finally 
said. While it was a mouthful, Joe had to agree. It flowed well. And people didn't have to know she had two 


middle names. 


"I like it. Hello Baby Olivia," Joe said, cooing at her when he noticed she opened her eyes. They were a dark 


brown, and she had the same look as Sav. It was impossible not to see that she was Sav's kid. 


"Thank you for not dying, Sav. Thank you for all of this," Joe said, leaning in and kissing Sav's forehead. He 


leaned his head against Sav's for a few minutes. 
"Well, | didn't want to die. But you're welcome. | love you," Sav answered. 


"Love you too." There was a knock on the door and it opened to reveal Steve, Phil and Rick. They all came in, 


Rick sitting on the bed on the other side of Sav, Steve in the chair, and Phil on the arm of the chair. 


"Look at this little baby! She's so cute, what did you name her?" Rick asked, leaning over to look at the little 


bundle in Joe's arms. 

"Olivia," Sav answered. 

"Are you keeping her?" Phil asked. 

"Yes. We're both keeping her," Joe answered. 

| knew they were going to. You owe me ten quid, mate," Steve said, looking up at Phil. 

"Do you think | would be able to hold her?" Rick asked. Joe looked at Sav, who shrugged hi s shoulders. 


"Probably. Hold your arm like this," Sav demonstrated. Rick did so and Joe gently laid Olivia in Rick's arm. Olivia 


gurgled in response. 
"Maybe you can babysit, Rick," Joe joked, remembering the first conversation they had about the baby. 


"Nah, this is good for now but who knows what will happen later. She's so cute," Rick remarked. He looked 


content having her in his arm. 


Phil finally got to hold Olivia next when he got Rick to give her up. She whined a little bit when they moved 
her, but Phil got her to quiet down immediately. They were all smitten with baby Olivia. She was a good 
addition to the family. 


"Want a turn at holding her, Steve?" Phil asked Steve seemed nervous. 

"| don't know, | don't want to drop her or anything or have her start crying," Steve said, biting his lip. 

"Oh come on, if Rick can do it with one arm | think you've got it. She'll like you." Steve finally agreed and Phil 
passed her over gently. Olivia's little fist latched onto Steve's finger and he instantly smiled. He was going to be 
just fine. 

"Look at us, a bunch of men with a little baby around. What are we going to do?" Joe asked, a grin on his face. 
"We're Baby Leppard now," Phil teased. Sav looked over at Joe and smiled. He was finally happy again and Joe 
could tell. This baby had been both a monster and a blessing, but he wouldn't have it any other way. Joe 
leaned down and pressed a kiss to Sav's lips. 


"Oh come on, where's my kiss?" Rick asked jokingly. Sav broke away from the kiss and looked to his other side. 


"Excuse me, you didn't just have surgery for hours to get that tiny girl out. Where's your huge scar on your 
stomach?" Sav asked him. 


‘Oh really, you want to go there? Have you seen my left arm lately?" Sav just laughed and reached up, pulling 
Rick's hair to give him a sloppy kiss on the cheek. They were all happy. Steve was over there, practically 
bursting with love for baby Olivia, and Phil just looked on, resting his head on Steve's. Rick and Sav were playing 
around with each other like they used to before all this stuff happened. 


And Joe knew it was all going to be okay. 


